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Can't Break Away From Your Spell 


"Yngwie! That video you like so much is on MTV again" 


Yngwie made it over the couch in a flying leap, scrambling to turn up the volume on the television before 
flinging himself back on the couch to settle in and get lost in the spell of Rainbow's "Stone Cold". His obsession 
with the music video had become something of a joke to his Steeler bandmates, but Yngwie didn't care; he felt 
that he deserved one thing that filled him with bliss while he slept on the couch in the dilapidated warehouse 
they called a ‘rehearsal space’ and wasted himself on a band of preening fools. At least Rik Fox, the bass 


player, was good enough to call him in whenever "Stone Cold" came on TV again 


Yngwie sat back and tried to soak in the sounds and the visuals. Even more hypnotic than the drum beats and 
Blackmore's guitar was Joe Lynn Turner's vocals and his large brown eyes with dark brows arching above 
them prettily. Yngwie felt like he could get lost in the points of light shining in those eyes. Everyone else in the 
music video faded into the background compared to Joe; he was the star, the focus of Yngwie's intense 


concentration. He had this air about him of an innocent begging to be corrupted. 


Yngwie would've given anything to run his fingers through the hair at the nape of Joe's neck. Just once, that's 
all he wanted. 


Rik Fox ambled over, holding a beer in one hand. "You really do love that Blackmore guy's music, huh?" 


Yngwie shushed him, reclining on the couch and reaching down to unzip his jeans. His member had begun to 


swell and it was rapidly growing uncomfortable; he palmed himself in relief through the denim. 
Rik swallowed hard. "Jesus, Yng, you just gonna do that in here, where anybody could walk in?" 


His breaths were starting to come hard and fast. Bolts of pleasure were coursing through Yngwie's body as he 
imagined what it would be like to slide that leather jacket from Joe's shoulders. Joe would look up at him 
(Yngwie was taller than Joe, he was almost sure of it) and silently beg him to take his burdensome innocence 


from him. He would hook his fingers in through the loops in Yngwie's jeans and pull him closer, closer. 


Joe's big brown eyes seemed to beckon to him from the TV screen. Oh, yes.. thought Yngwie, his tongue licking 
at his own lips rudely. He shoved his hand into his jeans and began pumping his cock. 


Rik made a little noise of surprise. 
"You just going to stand there and watch the show, or make yourself useful?" Yngwie growled at him. 


Rik sank to his knees and crept forward, a rapturous look on his face, but Yngwie was mostly blind and deaf to 
him. His attention was back on the TV, where the music video was nearing it's end -- for a split second Joe 
was holding his mic in a suggestive manner that almost made Yngwie come in his jeans. That mouth and those 


eyes would be the death of him one of these days. 


Rik had pulled his jeans far enough down to free him from it's confines, and Yngwie sighed as he buried his 
hands into Rik's raven hair and pushed him down onto his cock. Rik, as eager as he was to play with him, was 
an afterthought, a toy. He had but a few seconds left in this magical world with his fantasy Joe, and Yngwie 
made the most of it, losing himself in imagining himself nipping at the delicate shell of Joe's ear, sliding down to 
kiss the soft, sensitive places on his neck. He could almost hear Joe's little gasp of pleasure. He would love it, 
thought Yngwie. He wouldnt be able to get enough He'd be begging for more.. 


His eyes rolled back in his head as he spent into Rik's mouth. Panting, Rik said, "More, more." 


"Hush," Yngwie told him sternly as the screen faded to black. 


